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The girl let her eyes rest, as she spoke, upon the beautiful nape
of Persephone's neck. Those brown boyish curls were beginning
to touch a vein of perilous susceptibility in that reserved nature.
It is, in fact, at moments of this kind, when a company of
fellow-townspeople are gathered in close proximity, with nothing
to do but to stare at one another, that all sorts of unexpected re-
lationships leap up into being.
"We needn't have hurried through our dinner after all. it
seems," was her father's characteristic reply to this question about
the lightning.
"Not a drop of rain, Sam/' said the Vicar of Glastonbury to
his son.
"I'm glad of it," murmured Sam, thinking to himself that his
Nell might, even yet, be on her way to the Tribunal.
It wras at that moment that old Mr. Sheperd, the Glastonbury
policeman, moved up to the back of the Town Clerk's chair.
"Hadn't 'ee better begin, Sir?" he said earnestly. "Maybe his
Worship ain't coming, and these young rogues will be getting
out of hand soon."
The Town Clerk nodded wearily, got up with difficulty from
his creaking chair, for he was past eighty, and made his way
down the hall. He paused for a minute by the side of John Crow,
with whom he held a brief consultation, watched with intense
curiosity by everybody in the place. Then he entered the room
at the back of the platform. Here he found the three Aldermen,
wrho advanced to greet him in trepidation and consternation.
"Come on, gentlemen," he said, in the tone of an aged warrior,
who has weathered crises far worse than this trifling one in the
course of his long life. "On to the stage with ye! I'll open the
meeting and call on the Mayor's secretary." Herding the three
nervous magnates in front -of him, like three reluctant and sulky
bullocks, the gallant Mr. Bishop scrambled up the platform steps
after them and took his seat in the Mayor's chair.
The four men were greeted with uproarious applause, and the
clapping and shouting continued for at least three solid minutes.
"Three cheers for Mr. Bishop!" shouted one young scaramouch
who had perched himself upon the high sill of one of the great
mullioned windows. The Town Clerk rose to his feet and advanced